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The New Victim Order 


Just as the whole movement of technical construction of the body and desire ends in the pornographic, so the whole movement of an indifferent society 
ends in victimhood and hatred. 


Doomed to our own image, our own identity, our own ‘look’, and having become our own object of care, desire and suffering, we have grown indifferent 
to everything else. And secretly desperate at that indifference, and envious of every form of passion, originality or destiny. Any passion whatever is an 
affront to the general indifference. Anyone who, by his passion, unmasks how indifferent, pusillanimous or half-hearted you are, who, by the force of his 
presence or his suffering, unmasks how little reality you have, must be exterminated. There you have the other resuscitated, the enemy at last re- 
embodied, to be subjugated or destroyed. 


Such are the incalculable effects of that negative passion of indifference, that hysterical and speculative resurrection of the other. 


Racism, for example. Logically, it should have declined with the advance of Enlightenment and democracy. Yet the more hybrid our cultures become, 
and the more the theoretical and genetic bases of racism crumble away, the stronger it 
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grows. But this is because we are dealing here with a mental object, an artificial construct, based on an erosion of the singularity of cultures and entry into 
the fetishistic system of difference. So long as there is otherness, strangeness and the (possibly violent) dual relation -- as we see in anthropological 
accounts up to the eighteenth century and into the colonial phase -- there is no racism properly so-called. Once that ‘natural’ relation is lost, we enter into 
a phobic relationship with an artificial other, idealized by hatred. And because it is an ideal other, this relationship is an exponential one: nothing can stop 
it, since the whole trend of our culture is towards a fanatically pursued differential construction, a perpetual extrapolation of the same from the other. 
Autistic culture by dint of fake altruism. 


All forms of sexist, racist, ethnic or cultural discrimination arise out of the same profound disaffection and out of a collective mourning, a mourning for a 
dead otherness, set against a background of general indifference -- a logical product of our marvellous planet-wide conviviality. 


The same indifference can give rise to exactly opposite behaviour. Racism is desperately seeking the other in the form of an evil to be combated. The 
humanitarian seeks the other just as desperately in the form of victims to aid. Idealization plays for better or for worse. The scapegoat is no longer the 
person you hound, but the one whose lot you lament. But he is still a scapegoat. And it is still the same person. 


No pity for Sarajevo + 


In the programme ‘Le couloir pour la parole’ on Arte, with its Strasbourg-Sarajevo link-up, what was striking was the absolute superiority, the 
exceptional status conferred by misfortune, distress and total disillusionment -- that very disillusionment 
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which allowed the people of Sarajevo to treat the ‘Europeans' with contempt, or at least with an air of sarcastic freedom which contrasted with the 


hypocritical remorse and contrition of those who were linked up with them. They were not the ones in need of compassion; they had compassion for our 
wretched destinies. `I spit on Europe,' said one of them. Nothing offers greater freedom, in fact, or greater sovereignty, than justified contempt -- and not 


even towards the enemy, but towards those basking with their good consciences in the warm sun of solidarity. 


And they have seen plenty of these fine friends. Actors have even come from New York to put on Waiting for Godot in Sarajevo. Why not Bouvard et 
Pécuchet in Somalia or Afghanistan? Yet the worst part of it isn't the surfeit of cultural fine feeling, but the condescension and the error of judgement. It 
is they who are the strong ones and we who are weak, going over there looking for the means to make up for our weakness and loss of reality. 


Our reality: that is the problem. We have only one, and it has to be saved. “We have to do something. We can't do nothing.' But doing something solely 
because you can't not do something has never constituted a principle of action or freedom. Just a form of absolution from one's own impotence and 
compassion for one's own fate. 


The people of Sarajevo do not have to face this guestion. Where they are, there is an absolute need to do what they do, to do what has to be done. Without 
illusion as to ends and without compassion towards themselves. That is what being real means, being in the real. And this is not at all the ‘objective’ 
reality of their misfortune, that reality which ‘ought not to exist' and for which we feel pity, but the reality which exists as it is -- the reality of an action 
and a destiny. 


This is why they are alive, and we are the ones who are dead. This is why, in our own eyes, we have first and foremost to save the reality of the war and 
impose that -- compassionate -- reality on those who are suffering from it but who, at the very heart of war and distress, do not really believe in it. To 
judge by their own statements, the Bosnians do not really believe in the distress which surrounds them. In 
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the end, they find the whole unreal situation senseless, unintelligible. It is a hell, but an almost hyperreal hell, made the more hyperreal by media and 
humanitarian harassment, since that makes the attitude of the whole world towards them all the more incomprehensible. Thus, they live in a kind of 
spectrality of war -- and it is a good thing they do, or they could never bear it. 


But we know better than they do what reality is, because we have chosen them to embody it. Or simply because it is what we -- and the whole of the West 
-- most lack. We have to go and retrieve a reality for ourselves where the bleeding is. All these `corridors' we open up to send them our supplies and our 
*culture' are, in reality, corridors of distress through which we import their force and the energy of their misfortune. Unequal exchange once again. 
Whereas they find a kind of additional strength in the thorough stripping-away of the illusions of reality and of our political principles -- the strength to 
survive what has no meaning -- we go to convince them of the ‘reality' of their suffering -- by culturalizing it, of course, by theatricalizing it so that it can 
serve as a point of reference in the theatre of Western values, one of which is solidarity. 


This all exemplifies a situation which has now become general, in which inoffensive and impotent intellectuals exchange their woes for those of the 
wretched, each supporting the other in a kind of perverse contract -- exactly as the political class and civil society exchange their respective woes today, 
the one serving up its corruption and scandals, the other its artificial convulsions and inertia. Thus we saw Bourdieu and the Abbé Pierre offering 
themselves up in televisual sacrifice, exchanging between them the pathos-laden language and sociological metalanguage of wretchedness. And so, also, 
our whole society is embarking on the path of commiseration in the literal sense, under cover of ecumenical pathos. It is almost as though, in a moment of 
intense repentance among intellectuals and politicians, related to the panic-stricken state of history and the twilight of values, we had to replenish the 
stocks of values, the referential reserves, by appealing to that lowest 
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common denominator that is human misery, as though we had to restock the hunting grounds with artificial game. A victim society. I suppose all it is 
doing is expressing its own disappointment and remorse at the impossibility of perpetrating violence upon itself. 


The New Intellectual Order everywhere follows the paths opened up by the New World Order. The misfortune, wretchedness and suffering of others have 


every-- where become the raw material and the primal scene. Victimhood, accompanied by Human Rights as its sole funerary ideology. Those who do not 
exploit it directly and in their own name do so by proxy. There is no lack of middlemen, who take their financial or symbolic cut in the process. Deficit 
and misfortune, like the international debt, are traded and sold on in the speculative market -- in this case the politico- intellectual market, which is quite 
the equal of the late, unlamented military--industrial complex. Now, all commiseration is part of the logic of misfortune [malheur]. To refer to misfortune, 
if only to combat it, is to give it a base for its objective repro-- duction in perpetuity. When fighting anything whatever, we have to start out -- fully aware 
of what we are doing -- from evil, never from misfortune. 


And the theatre of the transparence of Evil is truly there -- at Sarajevo. The repressed canker which corrupts all the rest, the virus of which Europe's 
paralysis is already the symptom. Europe's furniture is being salvaged at the GATT talks, but it is being burned at Sarajevo. In a sense, this is a good 
thing. The specious, sham Europe, the Europe botched up in the most hypocritical upheavals, is scuppering itself at Sarajevo. And, in this sense, we might 
almost see the Serbs as providing the unofficial litmus test, as demystifying that phantom Europe -- the Europe of technodemocratic politicians who are as 
triumphalist in their speeches as they are deliquescent in their actions. 


But that is not, in fact, what is really going on here. The real story is that the Serbs, as the vehicles of ethnic cleansing, are at the forefront of the 
construction of Europe. For it is being constructed, the real Europe, the white Europe, a Europe 
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whitewashed, integrated and purified, morally as much as economically or ethnically. It is being victoriously constructed at Sarajevo and, in this sense, 
what is happening there is not an accident at all, but a logical, ascendant phase in the New European Order, that subsidiary of the New World Order, 
everywhere characterized by white fundamentalism, protectionism, discrimination and control. 


It is said that if we just leave things to happen at Sarajevo, we shall be the next to get it. But we already have got it. All the European countries are 
undergoing ethnic cleansing. This is the real Europe, taking shape in the shadow of the Parliaments, and its spearhead is Serbia. It is no use appealing to 
some sort of passivity, protesting that we are in some way impotent to do anything about it, since what we have here is a programme that is currently 
being carried out, a programme in which Bosnia is merely the new frontier. Why do you think Le Pen has largely disappeared from the political stage? 
Because the substance of his ideas has everywhere filtered into the political class in the form of national opt-outs, crossparty unity, Euro-nationalist 
instincts and protectionism. No need for Le Pen any more, since he has won, not politically, but virally -- in mentalities. Why should this stop at Sarajevo, 
since what is at stake there is exactly the same? Solidarity will not make a jot of difference to this. It will end, miraculously, the day the extermination has 
finished, the day the demarcation line of ‘white’ Europe has been drawn up. It is as though Europe, irrespective of its national distinctions and political 
differences, had ‘taken out a contract’ with the Serbs, who have done the dirty deed for it, as the West once took out a contract on Iran with Saddam 
Hussein. Only, when the hired gun goes too far, he too may have to be bumped off. The operations against Iraq and Somalia were relative failures from 
the point of view of the New World Order; the Bosnia operation seems set for success so far as the New European Order is concerned. 








And the Bosnians know this. They know they are condemned by the international democratic order, not by some hangover from the past or some 
monstrous 
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excrescence called fascism. They know they are doomed to extermination or banishment or exclusion, like all the heterogeneous and refractory elements 
the world over -- irrevocably so, because whether the kind souls and bad consciences of'the West like it or not, that is the inexorable path of progress. The 
price to pay for Modern Europe will be the eradication of Muslims and Arabs, who are indeed already being eradicated everywhere, except where they 
remain as immigrant slaves. And the major objection to the bad-conscience offensive, as mobilized in media happenings like the one at Strasbourg, is that 
by perpetuating the image of the alleged impotence of European policies and the image of a Western conscience racked by its own impotence, it provides 
a cover for the real operation by lending it the spiritual benefit of the doubt. 


The people of Sarajevo shown on Arte certainly looked as if they had no illusions and no hope, but they didn't look like potential martyrs. Far from it. 
They had their objective misfortune, but the real wretchedness, that of the false apostles and voluntary martyrs, was on the other side. Now, as has very 
rightly been said, ‘no heed will be paid in the hereafter to voluntary martyrdom’. 


Victim society as the easiest, most trivial form of otherness. Resurrection of the Other as calamity, as victim, as alibi -- and of ourselves as unhappy 
consciousnesses extracting from this necrological mirror an identity which is itself wretched. We explore the multiple signs of misfortune to prove God 
by Evil, as we explore the wretchedness of others to prove our existence a contrario. The new identity is the victim's identity. Everything is organized 
around the deprived, frustrated, handicapped subject, and the victim strategy is that of his acknowledgement as such. Every difference is asserted in the 
victimal mode of recrimination (of the reparation of a crime); others are called on only for purposes of recognition. This is the social sphere as human 
rights therapy, as surgery for the mending of identities. An 
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effective strategy, this, the strategy of cashing in one's debt, trading on one's losses -- negative blackmail. A defective strategy, one to parallel the 


strategies of weakness and disbandment. A minimalist, victimalist, humanitarian strategy, characteristic of emotional and promotional societies. Hands 
: 2 
off my difference! = 





Rights as universal reference, as underwriting all differences. A hegemony which has little to do with public affairs and the collective institution, but 
much to do with that kind of contract that indiscriminately sanctions the loss of natural qualities -- as, for example, when the right to existence sanctions 
the loss of the most precious thing obtained without our having a right to it: life. Or when the right to pure air substitutes for asphyxia, the right to 
freedom for the exercise of freedom, or right itself for desire in the form of the right to desire, and so on. Rights are what mobilize the energies of an 
enervated social body. Weak value of an existence under guarantee -- a formal, insurance-minded, risk-free society. 


The assumption of human suffering into the heaven of the media and the mental space of advertising is accompanied by its irruption into political and 
sociological metadiscourse. This is because politics and sociology are themselves faced with their own destitution. Together, therefore, they have struck a 
pact with social destitution on the basis of commiseration. Sociologists speak wretchedly, and the wretched set about expressing themselves 
sociologically. So we move into a situation of the celebration of one's deficit, one's misfortune, one's personal insignificance -- with the intellectual and 
media discourse, by its simultaneously sadistic and sentimental takeover of these matters, sanctioning people's right to their own suffering, their 
consecration as victims and the loss of their natural defences. The victims themselves! do not complain, since they get the benefit of confessing their 
misery. Foucault argued that a whole culture was at one time engaged in the confession of sex. It has now gone over to the confession of wretchedness. 
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Atonement, expiation, laundering, prophylaxis, promotion and rehabilitation -- it is difficult to put a name to all the various nuances of this general 
commiseration which is the product of a profound indifference and is accompanied by a fierce strategy of blackmail, of the political takeover of all these 
negative passions. It is the ‘politically correct' in all its effects -- an enterprise of laundering and mental prophylaxis, beginning with the prophylactic 
treatment of language. Black people, the handicapped, the blind and prostitutes become ‘people of colour’, ‘the disabled’, ‘the visually impaired’, and ‘sex 
workers': they have to be laundered like dirty money. Every negative destiny has to be cleaned up by a doctoring even more obscene than what it is trying 
to hide. 


Euphemistic language, the struggle against sexual harassment -- all this protective and protectionist masquerade is of the same order as the use of the 
condom. Its mental use, of course -- that is, the prophylactic use of ideas and concepts. Soon we shall think only when we are sheathed in latex. And the 
data suit of Virtual Reality already slips on like a condom. 


Today, the contraceptive sheath is used for seduction. ‘He seeks to seduce her, she resists, he brings out his condom, she falls into his arms.' She would, in 
the past, have been seduced by the erection; now, she is seduced by the protection. A step further, and being HIV positive [séropositif] will be seductive 


in itself (‘This product can damage your health’ serves almost as an advertising slogan). We have seen on our walls and our buses: ‘I'm HIV positive -- 
will you come to the dining hall with me? (say yes!)'; ‘Im a mongol -- will you come and play with me?’; Sero is beautiful. 3 The direst thing becomes an 
advertising statement. A new moral order, a new conviviality based on this marvellous legitimacy of difference, even when it is the difference of the 
negative and the lack of living. 


The AIDS obsession doubtless arises from the fact that the exceptional destiny of the sufferers gives them what others cruelly lack today: a strong, 
impregnable identity, 
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a sacrificial identity -- the privilege of illness, around which, in other cultures, the entire group once gravitated, and which we have abolished almost 
everywhere today by the enterprise of therapeutic eradication of Evil [/e Mal]. But in another way, the whole strategy of the prevention of illness merely 
shifts the problem [/e mal] from the biological to the social body. All the anti-AIDS campaigns, playing on solidarity and fear -- "Your AIDS interests me' 
-- give rise to an emotional contagion as noxious as the biological. The promotional infectiousness of information is just as obscene and dangerous as that 
of the virus. If AIDS destroys biological immunities, then the collective theatricalization and brainwashing, the blackmailing into responsibility and 
mobilization, are playing their part in propagating the epidemic of information and, as a side-effect, in reinforcing the social body's immunodeficiency -- a 
process that is already far advanced -- and in promoting that other mental AIDS that is the Aids-athon, the Telethon and other assorted Thanatons -- 
expiation and atonement of the collective bad conscience, pornographic orchestration of national unity. 


AIDS itself ends up looking like a side-effect of this demagogic virulence. `Tu me préserves actif, je te préservatif": 4 this scabrous irony, heavy with 
blackmail, which is also that of Benetton, as it once was of the BNP, * in fact conceals a technique of manipulation and dissolution of the social body by 
the stimulation of the vilest emotions: self-pity and self-disgust. Politicians and advertisers have understood that the key to democratic government -- 
perhaps even the essence of the political? -- is to take general stupidity for granted: ‘Your idiocy, your resentment, interest us!' Behind which lurks an 
even more suspect discourse: ‘Your rights, your destitution, your freedom, interest us!' Democratic souls have been trained to swallow all the horrors, 
scandals, bluff, brainwashing and misery, and to launder these themselves. Behind the condescending interest there always lurks the voracious 
countenance of the vampire. 
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Behind the facelifting of all categories in the name of their difference there always lurks contempt. ‘There is nothing to prevent us thinking that a woman 
or a homosexual will one day become President,' declares an official candidate. As though elevation to the presidency would finally make a woman or a 
homosexual a full member of the human race! No doubt we must one day give the job to a blind albino mongol with cancer. Already Miss America is 
deaf and dumb! 


In this same way, on the pretext of unconditional respect for life (what could be more politically correct?), we have heard the following humanitarian 
profession of faith pronounced: no idea in the world is worth killing for (nor, doubtless, worth dying for). No human being deserves to be killed for 
anything whatsoever. A final acknowledgement of insignificance: both of ideas and of people. This statement, which actually seeks to show the greatest 


respect for life, attests only to a contempt and an indifference for ideas and for life. Worse than the desire to destroy life is this refusal to risk it -- nothing 
being worth the trouble of being sacrificed. This is truly the worst offence, the worst affront possible. It is the fundamental proposition of nihilism. 


The New Victim Order 
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Note: 31. This text first appeared in Libération, 6 January 1994. The television programme referred to was a special broadcast of Arte's political weekly, 


Transit, billed in fact as ‘Sarajevo-Strasbourg, un corridor pour la parole' and shown live on Sunday 19 December 1993. 

Note: 32. The French here, ‘Touche pas à ma différence’, is presumably an allusion to the anti-racist slogan ‘Touche pas à mon pote!" (Hands off my pal!). 
Note: 33. Italicized text in English in the original. 

Note: 34. Literally: ‘You keep me active, I condom you". 


Note: 35. The Banque Nationale de Paris was responsible for the ‘Your money interests us' slogan to which Baudrillard is alluding here. 


THE PERFECT CRIME 
JEAN BAUDRILLARD 
Translated by Chris Turner 


in this book, perhaps the most cogent expression of 
his mature thought, Jean Baudrillard turns detective 
in order to investigate a crime which he hopes may 
yet be solved: the ‘murder’ of reality. To solve the 
crime would be to unravel the technological and 
social processes by which our world is becoming a 
thing of (empty) transparency and visibility, a place 
where reality, swamped by the ‘real time’ of the news 
media, has quite simply vanished, 


But Baudrillard is not merely intending to lament the 
disappearance of the real, an occurrence he recently 
described as ‘the most important event of modern 
history’, nor even to meditate upon the paradoxes of 
reality and Illusion, truth and its masks. The Perfect 
Crime is aiso the work of a great moraliste: it is a 
penetrating exarnination of vital aspects of the social, 
political and cultural life of the ‘advanced 
democracies’ in the (very) late twentieth century 
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However, whether stripping away the layers of hypoorisy 
which surround our smug perceptions of the former 
Yugoslavia, or deploring the New European Order 
characterized by ‘white fundamentalism, protectionism, 
discrimination and control’, the moraliste is also the deft 
and disturbing social theorist. Where critics like McLuhan 
once exposed the alienating consequences of ‘the 
medium’, Baudrillard lays bare the depredatory effects of 
an oppressive transparency on our social lives, of a 
relentless positivity on our critical faculties, and of a 
withering ‘high definition’ on our very sense of reality 


Jean Baudrillard was born in Reims in 1929 and now lives 
in Paris. Among his works translated into English are 
Seduction, in the Shadow of the Silent Majorities, Fatal 
Strategies and, trom Verso, America, Cool Memories, 
The Transparency of Evil and The System of Objects. 
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